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1 MOUNTAIN CLIMBERS 

'J'lfxi;—“lialtle Hymn of the Republic” 

Ketj of B flat 

1 

We arc climbing up the mountain in the early 
flusli of day, 

We can see the sun a-sliining as he breaks the 
clouds away, 

We have left our weekly worries and today we're 
out for ])lay. 

As we go hiking on. 

Climbing, climbing ever upward, 

'J'ramping, tramping ever onward, 

Miking, hiking, gaily hiking, 

As we go hiking on, 

2 

We can see the moiinlain glistening with the mist 
crown ’round its liead, 

As we wind along the beauteous trails where light- 
foot deer have tread, 

And we*ll keep on gaily tramping 'till the western 
sky is red. 

As we go hiking on, 

3 

in the springtime when the poppies fill the valleys 
with their g>old. 

We wili clamber up tlie canyons under miglitv 
redwoods old. 
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And wc’ll climb tlie liighcst ridges where tlic ocean 
winds blow cold, 

As we go hiking on. 

4 

Not alone in strengthened muscles do we know 
our effort pays, 

In the happy hearts we carry there’s a blessing 
surely stays, 

And good friendships we are making, that will last 
us all our days. 

As we go hiking on. 

2 SIERRA CLUB HIKERS’ SONG 

Tune — Kipli7i(/^s “Gentlemen Rankers.” 

Key of C 

1 

While the sun’s behind the mountain, and the 
frost is in the air. 

We’re up and off and hiking on our way; 

We don’t know where we’re going and we don’t 
supremely care, 

But we’ll be there when the evening ends the 
day. 

Up the rocky slopes we clamber and then down 
the other side, 

Through forests and across the roaring streams— 

Through a land of bright enchantment where the 
vision opens wide 

And we find the large liorizon of our dreams. 
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REFRAIN 

Uj) in the mountains, free as air. 

High, high, high! 

Finding new life and ideals there. 

High, high, high! 

We're Sierra Club hikers, out for the fun 
Of hiking from dawn to the set of sun. 

With a song in our hearts when the day is done— 
High, high, high! 

2 

Whether over flowered meadow or across the 
upland snow. 

Beside the stream, or on the rocky height. 

Our liearts are full of happiness whichever way 
we go 

And our days are sunny treasures of delight. 
Unafraid on snowy mountain-tops with eager gaze 
we stand; 

Our souls reach out to scale the vaulted skies; 
As God gave us aspirations, so he gave this 
mountain land, 

With its lofty peaks which challenge us to rise. 

REFRAIN 

Up in the mountains, etc. 
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3 I AIN’T GOT WEARY YET 

Kfiif of C 

I ain’t got weary yet, 

I ain’t got weary yet, 

Climbing the mountains all day long, 

All day long, a-smging a song; 

I ain’t got weary yet, 

I ain’t got weary yet; 

Every mountain tliat I see 
Seems as easy as can be. 

It may be hard but it just suits me, 

I ain't got weary yet. BOOM, BOOM! 

4 MOUNTAIN VOICES ' 

Tune— “01(1 Black .foe" 

Keif of D 
1 

Far, far away, their snowy peaks I see; 

Far, far away, their voices call to me. 

And in my soul the echoes surge and roll— 

I hear the mountain voices calling 
Softly to me. 

REFRAIX 

I'm coming. I’m coming, and my lieart is light 
and free; 

I hear the mountain voices calling 
Softly to me. 
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2 

Nearer 1 come to where the snow fields gleam— 
Higher I climb, my mate the singing stream. 

And as I rise close to the azure skies 
My heart leaps high at voices calling 
Softly to me. 

3 

Now over crags, still up I press and on, 

Still step by stej) where icy dangers yawn— 
Where glistening slopes like shining, blessed 
hopes. 

Invite and lure, their voices calling 
Softly to me. 

4 . 

Dm till at last I stand on topmost tip, 

’riien shall my song burst forth from joyful lip— 
Then kin with cloud, my soul with rapture bowed, 

I hush my heart to hear God calling 
Softly to me, 

5 . MARRIED PEOPLE’S LAMENT 

T ux E—‘^Mandalay” 

Key of C 

Put us somewhere by the lliver, 

M'hcre the mules UN)irt raise the dirt, 

Hr the maidens come with dunnage, 

And a man may change his sliirt, 

'Gh, this giung double liarness 
May he all right dov.n below, 
j^at in the High Sierra 
">Iarried pcojile have no sliow. 
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C110RIT8 

Bloominfr maidens cluster ’round. 

Cursing packers tliere aboiind, 

And the cooks and Commissary 
On the other side are found. 

Put us near the river's brink, 

Where wc might both bathe and drink. 

Otherwise we’ll yell like thunder— 

We’re for marriage, we don't think. 


6 THE LONG, LONG NAIL 

Tunk—“T here’s a Long, Long Trail-' 
Key of G 

There’s a long, long nail a-grinding 
Into the sole of my shoe; 

It's ground its way into my foot 
About a yard or two. 

There’s a long, lonk hike before me. 

And what I’m thinking about 
Is the lime when I can sit me down 
And pull that darned nail out. 
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I . 

I 7 SUSAN VAN DOZEN 

Oh, Susan Van Duzen, 

!• The girl, of my choosin’,' . . 

; You sticks in my boosem like gbie. 

For you I’ve quit usin’, 

I Tobacco, and bpozin’— 

' It's not very nice, hut it’s true. 

Oh, Susan Van Duzen, - 

' I’m losin’ my roosen, 

No! Reanon is what I should say; 

Then, Susan Van Duzen, 

The girl of my choosin’. 

Oh, Susan, dear Susan, he true. 

8 IS EVERYBODY HAPPY? 

Key of A flat 
1 

When the sun is shining and the skies are blue. 
When you’re hiking up the trail and getting 
through, . . 

When you think it’s ten miles and it's only two, ' 

? Gee, how good you feel. 

When you’re wet and hungry and are feeling blue, 
When at last you see the pack train coming 
i through, 

W’hen you know that there are beds and eats for 
you. 

(ice, how good you feel. 
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CJIOUUS 

Is everybody huppy? SURE we are; 
Then make your neighbor happy, too. 

How can you be happy, reg-u-lur, 

When tlie people all around you are blue? 

We’re sorry for the folks who cannot smile; 

Life’s so short, you’re dead an awful long while. 

Is everybody happy? SURE we are; 
Then make your neighbor happy, too. 


9 HIKING, HIKING 

Tune— ‘'Sailing, Sailing Over the Boundless Sea’^ 
Key of A 

Hiking, hiking, over the mountain trail, 

Where'er we took our busy cook 
We found he’d never fail. 

Hiking, hiking, over the mountain trail, 

With many a Colby mile to go 
Ere we got home again. 
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10 COLBY AND TAPPAAN 

Tune —“Jolly Sophomore” 

Key of F 

Bill Colby was a hiker, who climbed the mountains 
high. 

And when they went straight up and down, he’d 
crawl up like a fly. 

But he led us up a meadow, upon a cattle trail. 

And how we got to camp that night, is quite 
another tale. 

CHORUS 

Come young folks, come old folks, and everybody 
conic. 

Come to our camp fire and make yourselves to 
hum. 

Just sit u]ion a rock, or the ground, or anywhere. 

If you get a trifle dusty, we don't supremely care. 

Ch, Tappaan was a jolly man who couldn’t tell 
a lie, 

At least that's what he said, but he certainly 
could try. 

II? hand'd out our luncheon—SOME luncheon, if 
you jilcase— 

A lonely ])icce of chocolate, a liardtack and some 
cheese. 

‘ CHORUS 
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11 TWENTY-SEVEN BELLS 

] 

It was twenty-scvc‘n l)clls by the Watcrbury Watch 
Ye-lio, my lads, ye-ho. 

And the Captain was full of ^rood hot wScotch 
And the crew had i^one below, 

Ye-ho, my lads, yc-ho. 

I went aloft to the mizzen toj), 

. . To.sec what I could see, 

When there hove in si/;ht, just on our right, 

A whale, sized number three. 

I was greatly in fear he would come too near, 

So I leaned far over the rail; 

With a terrible shout yours truly fell out. 

Right into that slobby whale. ’ 

Yc-ho, my lads, ye-ho. 

CJIORUS 

Then here's to tho swash of the briny wash. 

And the life of a jolly tar. . 

You paddle and you float in a little wooden boat. 
And you never know where you are. 

You learn to splice, and to shake the dice. 

And the games that sailors play; ' 

Then here's to the sea—so damp and free_ 

And the life on the ocean spray. 

2 

I never shall forget all the funny things I met 
Inside of that queer old whale. 

He was furnished out complete from his head to 
his feet, 


— 14 — 


S 1 E R R A CLUB SON G BOOK 


I mean from, his head to .his tail. 

Yc-ho, my lads, yc-ho! 

He was heated with steam from keel to beam, 
With bunks along the side, 

And imi)rovements all of the latest style 
For a lengthy.ocean ride. 

He had buttons inside of his tough old hide, 

'I'o ])ress when you wanted a drink, 

And things that were new just dawned on you, 
'Till you didn't have time to think. 

Ye-ho, my lads, ye-ho. 

ciiouUs - 
3 

All the strange things that occurred in that sub¬ 
marine bird 

It would take all night to relate. 

For a very little while I lived in style. 

For I simply had to wait- ^ 

Ye-ho, my lads, ye-ho. 

Bui how to shake this queer old fish 
Quite filled my heart with woe, • 

For I couldn't make dock till I hit upon a rock. 

Or struck a torpedo. 

A sudden idea just struck me here, 

So I lighted a eigarette; 

The whale gave a shout, turned inside out, 

And I swam ashore in the wet. 

Ye-ho, my lads, ye-ho. 


CHORUS 
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12 ROCKS IN THE CRADLE 
WHERE L-Sleep 

Tune —“Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep’' 
Kei/ of A flat 

There arc rocks in the cradle where I sleep, 

And roots and cones imbedded deeji. 

Aslant I lie upon my bed, 

My feet are higher tlian my head. 

1 know I shall not hear the call, 

My camp is furthest off of all; 

And so I dare not go to sleep, 

While ants and lizards o’er me crecj). 


13 OH WHERE, OH WHERE? 

Tune— “Oh Where is My Little Dog Gone” 
Kei/ of F 

Oh wliere, oli where has our Colby gone? 

Oh where, oh where can he be? 

With his miles cut short 
And his trails cut long, 

Oh where, oh wliere can he be? 

Oh where, oh where has our Tappaan gone? 

Oh where, oh where can he be? 

With his weights cut short 
And his belt cut long. 

Oh where, oh where can lie be? 
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30WN IN THE /DIVING BELL 


5 I E 
14 DOWN 


P 


Oh when I was a sailor lad 
The truth to you I’ll tell, 

Of all the funny things I saw 
Down in the diving bell. 

The mermaids they were pretty, 

The mermaids they were frail. 

Hut the funniest thing about them was 
, They shook hands with their tails. 


CHORUS 


Down in the diving bell 

At the bottom of the sea, 
'1 hat's where the mermaids 
All came courting me, 
Down in the diving bell 

At the bottom of the sea, 
Sweet little mermaids. 

Pretty little mermaids. 

All came courting me. 

2 


. V 

, V' 


1 caught a pretty mermaid; 

To kiss her was my wish. 

J.ikc an eel she slipped away from me— 
You cannot hold a fish. 

Hut her mother went and caught her 
And brought her back to me, 
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And said -^e might be married 
In the bottom of the sea. 

3 

Wc were married in the cliiirchyard 
Of the church all built of shells, 
The parson wore a bathing suit 

And the Codfish tolled the bells. 
We’re married now and happy; 

You girls arc in the shade. 

For none there are.that can compare 
With my little mermaid. 


15 DEAR OLD SIERRAS 

Tune —“Dear Old Pal of Mine’ 
Key of F 

Oh! how we love you dear Sierras high, 
Oh! how wc love to see your deep blue si 
Sturdy Colby leads us, 

Jolly Tappaan feeds us, 

Oh! how we’ll hate at last to say good-ln 
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16 A SIERRA SONG ' 

Tune —“Stein Song” 

1 

'fo the Sierra give a greeting, 

To the friendship Nature made, 

'J'o the days when hearts are meeting, 
And tlie ghosts of care are laid. 

CHORUS 

When in Summer’s bright weather 
We are off on the trail together, 

With our eyes toward the Mountains 
And with feet that love to roam. 

2 

From afar the woods are singing. 

And the meadow softly calls, 

.And we hear tlie canyon ringing 

With the music of tlie falls. ' ' 

• 3 

Here’s a song, then, to the Mountains, 

To the snows and rocky domes; 

To the streams and bubbling fountains, 
And our star-lit forest homes. 

CHORUS 

For in Summer’s bright weather 
We are off on the traiil togetlier, 

With our eyes toward the Mountains 
We are tramping, tramping home. 
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17 WEIGH UP YOUR BAGS 


Tune—“T urkey in the Struw" 

Key of C 

Weigh up your bags, boys, weigh up your bags, 
13c sure that you get the Sierra Club tags. 

Wc'II all hike out for the mountain crags 

And then come home with our clothes in Rags! 

18 I’VE GOT GRIME ON MY 

FINGERS 

Key of F 

I've got grime on my fingers, 

Adhesive on my toes, 

Snow bank to sleep upon, 

“Skccters” on my nose. 

Come to the mountains. 

Join the Sierra Club, 

Get sunburn, snowburn, blisters. 

Hardtack and canned grub. 

19 ONE, TWO, THREE, FOUR 

Key of C 

One, two, tliree four. See how that mule train 
docs buck. 

Five, six, seven, eight. Oh, will my bag be late? 
I swear I fear my dunnage will not appear. 
Around the fire I’ll hide my ire, and darn my luck. 
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20 AMERICA 

Key of F 

I 

My country, ’tis of thee. 

Sweet land of liberty,— 

Of thee I sing. 

Land where my fathers died, 
Land of the pilgrim’s pride, 
From every mountain side 
Let freedom ring. 


My native country, thee,— 
Land of the noble free,— 

'rhy name I love. 

I love thy rocks and rills, 

'rhy woods and templed hills; 
My heart with rapture thrills 
Like that above. 

3 

Let music swell the breeze, 

And ring from all the trees 
Sweet freedom’s song! 
Let mortal tongues awuKc; 

Let all that breathe partake; 
Let rocks their silence break,— 
'Fhe sound prolong. 

^ 4. 

Our father’s God, to thee. 
Author of liberty,— 
f To thee we sing. 

Long may our land be bright 
With freedom's holy light; 
Protect us by thy might. 

Great God, our King. 
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21 MY OWN UNITED STATES 

Koij of F 

J love ev’ry incli of her prairie land, 

Er'ry stone on her mountains' side, 

1 love ev'ry droj) of the water deal:, 

That flows in her rivers wide. 

I love ev'ry tree, ev'ry blade of grass', 

Within Columbia’s gates! 

The Queen of the earth 
Is the land of my birth. 

My own United States. 

(Copyright by M. Witniark & Sons. Used by 
permission.) 


22 1 LOVE YOU, CALIFORNIA' 

Vergjf^, Key of A 
Chorug, Key of D 

1 love you, California, you’re the Greatest Stale 
of all. 

I love you in the Winter^, Summer, Spring and in 
the Fall. 

I love your fertile valleys; yoiir dear mountains 
I adore. 

I love your grand old ocean and I love your rugged 
shore. • 
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CHOEUS 

Where the snow-crowned Golden Sierras, 

Keej) their watch o’er the valleys’ bloom. 

It is there I would be, in our land by the sea, 
Every breeze bearing rich perfume. 

It is here Nature gives of her rarest. 

It is Home, Sweet Home, to me. 

And I know, when I die I shall breathe my last 
sigh, 

For my Sunny California. 


23 AULD LANG SYNE 

Key of O 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And never brought to mind? 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And the days of auld lang syne? 

CHORUS 

For auld lang sync, my dear, 

For auld lang sync. 

We'll tak’ a cup o’ kindness yet. 

For auld lang sync. 
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24 THE SPANISH CAVALIER 

Key of O 

1 

A Spanish Cavalier stood in his retreat, 

And on his guitar played a tunc, dear; 

The music so sweet, they’d oft-times repeat. 

The blessing of my country and you, dear. 

CHORUS 

Say, darling, say, when I’m far away. 

Sometimes you may think of me, dear, 

Bright sunny days will soon fade away, 

Remember what I say, and be true, dear. 

2 

T am off to the war, to the war I must go, 

To fight for my country and you, dear. 

But if I should fall, in vain I would call. 

The blessing of my country and you, dear. 

3 

And when the war is o’er, to you I’ll return, 

Back to my country and you, dear; 

But if I be slain, you may seek me in vain. 
Upon the battle field you will find me. 
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25 DRINK TO ME ONLY WITH 
THINE EYES 

Key of E flat 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, and I will 
pledge with mine, 

Or leave a kiss within the cup, and I’ll not ask 
for wine; 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise, doth ask 
u drink divine. 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sip, I would not 
change for thine. 

1 sent thee late a rosy wreath, not so much 
hon’ring thee. 

As giving it a hope that there it could not withered 
be; 

But thou thereon didst only breathe, and send'st 
it back to me. 

Since when it grows and smells, I swear, not of 
itself, but thee. 
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26 LET THE RESX OF THE WORLD 

GO BY 

Ken 

CHORUS 

With soiueone like you, a j)al good and true, 
rd like to leave it all behind, and go and find 
Some place that’s known to God alone. 

Just a spot to call our own. 

Wc’Il find perfect peace. 

Where joys never cease, 

Out there beneath a kindly sky, 

We’ll build a sweet little nest somewhere in the 
west, 

And let the rest of the world go by. 

(Copyright by M. Witmark & Sons. Used by 
permission) 

27 A PERFECT DAY 

Ken o/ fiat 

Whon you come to the end of a perfect day, 

And you sit alone with your thought. 

While the chimes ring out with a carol gay, 

For the joy that the day has brought, 

Do you think what the end of a perfect day 
Can mean to a tired heart. 

When the sun goes down with a flaming ray. 

And the dear friends have to part. 


SIERRA CLUB SONG BOOK 

Well, this is the end of a perfect day. 

Near the end of a journey, too; 

But it leaves a thought that is big and strong. 
With a wish that is kind and true. 

For mem’ry lias painted this perfect day 
^ith colors that neyer fade, . 

And we find at the end of a perfect day. 

The soul of a friend we’ve made. 

(Copyright by Carrie J. liond & Son. Used by 
permission) 

28 MOTHER MACHREE 

Ken 

'I'here's a sjiot in me heart which no colleen may 
own. 

1 here’s a d;pth to me soul never sounded or 
known. 

There’s a place in my m?ni'ry, my life that you fill. 

No other can take it, no one ever will. 

CHORUS 

Sure I love the dear silver tluit shines in your 
hair, ,i 

And the brow that’s all furrowed and wrinkled 
with care. 

I kiss the dear fingers so toil-worn for me. 

Oh 1 God bless you and keep you, Mother Machree. 

(Copyright by M. Witmark & Sons. Used by 
permission) 
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29 THERE’S A LONG, LONG TRAIL 

Ketf of a 

Nif^hts nre growing very lonely, 

Days arc very long; 

I’m a-growii)g weary only. 

Listening for your song. 

Old remembrances are thronging 
Through my memory, 

'Till it seems the world is full of dreams, 

Just to eall you back to me. 

CHORUS 

'J’here's a long, long trail a-winding, 

Into the land of my dreams, 

Where the nightingales are singing 
And a white moon beams. 

Th.ere's a long, Jong night of waiting 
Until my dreams all come true, 

'I'o the day when I’ll be going 

Down that long, long trail with you. 

(Copyright by M. Witmark & Sons. Used by 
permission) 
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30 LOVE’S OLD SWEET SONG 

Kei/ of G 


Once in the dear, dead days beyond recall, 

When on the world the mists began to fall, 

Out of the dreams that rose in happy throng, 

Low to our hearts Love sang an old sweet song; 
And in the dusk where fell the firelight gleam, 
Softly it wove itself into our dream. 

CHORUS 

Just a song at twilight, when the lights are low, 
And the flick’ring shadows softly come and go, 
Tho’ the heart be weary, sad the day and long. 
Still to us at twilight comes Love’s old song. 
Comes Love’s old, sweet song. 


31 THE GYPSY TRAIL 

Ken of F . 

1 ctf.{L y\ ' (L. 

The white moth to the closing vine, 

The bee to the op’ning clover. 

And the gypsy blood to the gj'psy blood. 

Ever the wild world over. 

Ever the wild world over, lass. 

Ever the trail held true, 

Over tlie world and under the world. 

And back again to you. 
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Out of tlie luck of tile gorigo camp, 

Out of the grim and the gray, 

Morning waits at the end of the world, 

Gypsy, come.away. 

Potji to tlie road ag/iin, again, 

Out of a clear s.ea track, , 

Follow the cross of the gypsy trail, 

Over the world and back. 

<3 

Follow the Romany paiteran 
West to the sinking sun, 

Till the junk-sails lift through the hon, 

And the East and the West are one. 

Follow the Romany paiteran ■ 

East where the silence broods, i 

Ry a purple wave on an opal beach i 

In the hush of the Mahim woods. ? 

4 ' :| 

'J'hc wild hawk to the wind-swept sky, j 

The deer to the wholesome wold, ! 

And the heart of a man to the heart of a maid, ^ 

As it was in the days of old. 

The heart of a man to the heart of a maid. 

Light of my tents be fleet, 

Morning waits at the end of the world, I 

And the world is all at my feet. 
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S 1 E R R A C L U B SONG BO O K 


32 CARRY ME BACK TO OLD 

VIRGINNY : 

Keif of A flat 

Carry me back to old iVirginny, 

There’s where the cotton and the corn and 
’taters grow, 

There’s where the birds warble . sweetly in the 
springtime; 

There’s where this darkey’s heart does long to go; 

There’s where I labored so long for old master, 
Day after day in that field of yellow corn; 

No place on earth do I love more sincerely 
Than old Virginny, the plaqe where I was born. 

CHORUS 

Carry me back to old Virginny, 

'rhere’s where the cotton and the corn and 
'taters grow; 

Tliere’s where the birds warble sweetly in the 
sj)ringtime, • 

There’s where this darkey’s . heart does long 
to go. 

t. 

• ; J 


- 31 - 








S 1 E R RA CLUB SONG B O O K 


33 DIXIE 

Key of C 

I wish I was in the land of cotton, i 

Old times there are not forgotten, 

Look away! Look away! j 

Look away! Dixie Land. 

In Dixie Land where I was born in, 

Early on one frosty mornin’, | 

Look away! Look away! 

Look away! Dixie Land. 

Then I wish I was in Dixie, ! 

Hooray ! Hooray! j 

In Dixie Land I’ll take my stand, ; 

To live and die in Dixie. i 

Away, away, away down soutli in Dixie, j 

Away, away, away down south in Dixie. I 

34 OLD FOLKS AT HOME 

Key of C 

Way down upon the Swanee river, j 

Far, far away, ! 

There’s where my heart is turning ever, ; 

There’s where the old folks stay. 

All up and down the whole creation, i 

Sadly I roam, 

Still longing for the old plantation. 

And for the old folks at home. 

All the world is sad and dreary, ‘ 

Everywhere I roam, 

Oh! darkies, how my heart grows weary. 

Far from the old folks at home. 
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SIERRA CLUB SONG BOOK 


35 OLD BLACK JOE 

Key of D 

Gone are the days when my heart was young and 

gay; 

Gone are my friends from the cotton fields away; 
Gone from this earth to a better land I know, 

I hear their gentle voices calling, Old Black Joe.” 
I’m coming, I’m coming, for my head is bending 
low, 

I hear tliose gentle voices calling. Old Black Joe. 


36 TOWSEE MONGALAY 

Key of F 

'rowsee Mongalay, my dear,. 

'N'ou'll leave me some day, I fear, 
Sailing far away to see 
A blue-eyed gal in Melikee. 

If you stay, me love you true, 

If you leave me, no can do, 

.Me no cly, me only say, 

'^rowsec, Mongalay. 
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SIERRA CLUB SONG BO o K 


37 JUST LIKE A GYPSY 

Key of K flat 
ciiouus 

just like a Gypsy Tve wander’d iny whole life 
thru’, 

Watching and waiting for somebody just like you, 

Hoping that some day my luck would break, 

Wand’ring, squandering my time on some mistake, 

But now that T'vc found you I need never wander 
more, 

I’ve found the one dear that I have been looking 
for, 

With love I may grow tipsy, like a Gypsy would 
do, ' 

Searching hill and dale till I hit the trail right 
straight to you. 

(Copyright by J, H. Rcmick Co., N. Y. Used by 
permission) 
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SlERf^A CLUB SONG BOOK 


38 OLD MACDONALD HAD A FARM 

Key of A flat 

Old MacDonald had a farm, E-I, E-I, O. 

And on that farm he had some chicks, 

E-I, E-I, O. 

With a chick^ chick, here, 

And a chick, chick, there, 

Here a chick, tliere a chick, 

Everywhere a chick, chick. 

Old MacDonald had a farm, E-I, E-I, O. 

2 nd verse—ducks—Quack, Quack. 

3rd verse—turkeys—Gobble, Gobble. 

■ttli verse—])igs—Wee-Wee. 

5th verse—Fprd—Rattle, Rattle. 
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SIERRA CLUB SONG BOOK 


39 THE TELLER RIBBON 

Key of E flat 

■Roimcl her neck she wears a yellcr ribbon, 

She wears it in the winter and the summer, so 
they say, 

And if you ask her “Why tlie decoration ?“ 

Slic'd say: “It'S fur my lover who is fur, fur 
away.” 

CHORUS 

Fur away, (fur away). Fur away, (fur away). 
She'll say; “It’s fur my lover who is fur, fur 
away.” 

And if you ask her; “Why the decoration?’' 

She’ll say: “It's fur my lover who is fur, fur 
away.” 

(Copyright by Leo Feist, Inc. Used by permission) 

40 THE OLD FAMILY TOOTH 

BRUSH 

Ti^ne—“T he Old Oaken Bucket" 

Key of O 

Th? old family tooth brush, the old family tooth 
brush 

The old family tooth brush we all loved so well. 
At first it was mother’s, and then it was brother’s, 
And then it was sister's, and now it is mine. 

'file old family tooth brush, the bone-handled 
tooth brush. 

The bald-headed tooth brush that hangs by the 
(shout) SINK. 




SIERRA CLUB SONG BOOK 


41 YOU ARE THE B-E-S-T, BEST 

Key of C 

You are the B-E-S-T, best, 

Of all the ll-E-S-T, rest. 

And I love you, I love you, 

I love you all the T-I-M-E, time. 

You have a L-I-N-E, line 
That is so D-A-R-N fine, 

And I like it, I like it, 

I like it all the T-UM-E, time. 

We’ll buy a F-O-R-D, Ford, 

Made out of T-I-N and board, 

And we’ll drive it, we’ll drive it, 

We’ll drive it all the T-I-M-E, time. 

We’ll have a L-A-R-K, lark, 

Out in tlic P-A-R-K, park, 

And I’ll love you. I’ll love you, 

I'll love you, in the D-A-R-K, dark. 


42 STYLE 

They say-he ain’t got no style; 

He's style all the while, style all the whole. 

They say-he ain’t got no style; 

He’s style all the while, style all the whole. 
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SIERRA CL U B 


S O N G B O o K. 


43 HOW DO YOU DO? 


Tunk—‘‘D rink Her Down” 

How-clo-you-clo, Mr. -; liow-do-yoju-do? 

How-do-you-do, Mr.-r-; l\o\y-do-y()i,.(i,^p 

We are witli you to a man, 

We will help you all we can; 

How-do-you-do, Mr. --.—; liow-do-ymi-xlo''' 


44 YELLS 

SIERRA CLUH YEIJ. 

Hi! Rickiiy Hipity, Hike! 

Sierra Club. Thafa what we like. ' ' 

Vp in the mountains. A'eor the sky. 

Hi! Hi! Hi! Hi! 


TAPPAAX VEI.I. 

(Very slow at start—speedy finish) 

Rip! Rip! Rip! 

Rap! Rap! Rap! 

Ta]>! 'Pn]i! Tap ! 

Tappaan. 


COLBY YEIJ. 


Col-hy! Col-hy! 
C-O-I.-B-Y* 
Colby 
Rah! 
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